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the Public Library and he's been a great 'dp. It's no good me
trying to 'ide it from you, Sir. I'm not *ighly educated. Yet/'
" Oh, come, Edward.  Don't be down-hearted."
" I got on a bit with Elementary French and Scripture, but
all the same, Sir, Mr Myame didn't take me very far."
Mr Whittaker intimated a general agreement.
" Frinstance it would be nice to be a Bang Glark. That's
reely respectable. You 'ave your Bang Collar Days. You
*ave promotion. You 'ave a pension. You know where you
are. But I'm not educated enough to be a Bang Glark.
Even if I went to a good college and worked very 'ard, I doubt
if I could qualify in time. . . .
" Then there's Lower Division Civil Service. That's .safe.
You go on to a pension. If I worked *ard. I'm only thirteen.
If I was to work 'ard for that. . . .
" Then there's London Matriculation. That's 'ard. But
the gentleman in the lib'ry said it was a good thing to work
for. It opens all sorts of avenues^ 'e said. ..."
Jim Whittaker allowed Edward Albert to unfold his dis-
creet but ignoble conception of life. It appeared to him that
before Edward Albert died he was likely to be despised and
detested by quite a number of people. So there was no reason
to detest the poor sniffy little beast here and now. All in good
time. The Firm had always rather underpaid old Tewler and
it had to do its duty by his son, whether it liked him or not.
And it did its duty. It acceded to his strong desire to
embark upon a life of miscellaneous mental improvement in
that Imperial College of Commercial Science in Kentish Town,
and it made an attempt to get him housed and'fed according to
his condition.
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OUNG  MATTERLOCK, a  counting-house clerk of
thirty-two, was charged to deal with this responsibility.
A boarding-house which offered opportunities for conversation

